THE    STAR-SPANGLED    MANNER
dragons it was the glory of English heroes in the old
days to destroy. They passed by, those young men
in the flower of youth, and the world was the sweeter
for their passing, since they had been twisted by
civilization to grotesque and evil purposes. And
when they had gone there was nothing left but a
quiet village, and the smoke coming from the
cottages and the faint chime from a church.
Would it ever stop? Would peace ever come?
And would it come from such men as Thompson?
I looked at him again. He was reading aloud from a
pamphlet that he had had printed for his 'America
First' campaign. Phrase after phrase came drifting
across the table, each with a chorus of approval from
his attendants.
'Nail Old Glory to her masthead and keep her
there/
'Send to Congress red-blooded Americans/
* Maintain our national defences in such way that
none dare attack us. To be prepared for war is one
of the most effectual means of preserving peace.'
*To be prepared for war'l At that grisly old lie,
which has killed three million young Europeans in
the last decade, I almost laughed aloud* So it had all
been a dream. That momentary vision of Thompson
as a peacemaker was a mere mirage. After all, he was
on the side of the old regime, the big battalions, all
the hideous apparatus of carnage from which we are
so pitifully endeavouring to escape. A moment later
he declared his colours beyond any shadow of doubt,
by dictating a telegram to a 'pacifist* - (why is that
great word a sign of contempt?) - a telegram that was
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